INTRODUCTION. 


In the lists of Nicholas Breton’s productions this poem is attri- 
buted to him, but without the slightest evidence to support the 
position: it does not bear his name or initials, it was not even 
published by a stationer whom he was in the habit of em- 
ploying, and it seems hardly likely that the same pen would 
- write and print, and in the same year, this pious ‘“‘ Passion of a 
discontented Mind,” and “ Old Madcaps new Gallimawfry made 
into a merry Mess of Mingle-mangle.” The inconsistency is, 
however, possible, though not probable; and the style of what 
follows is superior to Breton’s usual manner. Some of the 
stanzas are as powerful and eloquent as any that Southwell left 
behind him ; and were we to form a conjecture, we should be much 
more disposed to give it to him, as a posthumous effusion, than 
to assign it to such a money-making pen as that of the author of 
“The Soul’s Harmony,” or “‘ Wonders worth the Hearing,” both 
of which, like the work in our hands, made their appearance in 
1602. Were we to accept the tract now reprinted as the work 
of Breton, it would make the fourth effusion of his muse pub- 
lished in the same year. In “The Passion of a discontented 
Mind” there is certainly little poetry, properly so called, but 
much religious fervour and piety. 

We never saw more than a single copy of the edition we have 
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used, but it was reprinted in 1621, and of that impression two 
exemplars appear to remain to us. We apprehend that it is 
unique in the form in which we have reproduced it. | 

The printer’s initials, T. C., are those of Thomas Creede, one of 
the best typographers of his day for popular productions ; but, 
perhaps, the manuscript he used was old and illegible, and he 
certainly made some obvious omissions and blunders: we have 
ventured to place between brackets one or two words, necessary 
to the sense, as well as to the versification; but we have left 
other errors of the press in our text—such as “ proceed” for pre- 
cede in the third stanza, and “ fetch” for Jilch in the last stanza 
but one. These, we are persuaded, are misreadings by the old 
compositor, which some critics of our day may like to see, if not 
to preserve. Oversights of the kind now and then enable us to 
correct important mistakes in other authors. 

One obvious purpose of “ The Passion of a discontented Mind” 
was to counteract the effect of the looser love-literature of the 
day ; and we know, from his own testimony, that this was an 
object which Southwell had much at heart. Nevertheless, some 
portions of what follows are weaker, more languid, and more 
common-place, than what generally proceeded from his vigorous 
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ROM filent night, true regifter of mones ; 

From faddeft foule, confum’d with deepeft finnes ; 
From heart quite rent with fighes and heavy grones, 
My wailing Mufe her wofull worke beginnes: 

And to the world brings tunes of fad difpaire, 
Sounding nought elfe but forrow, griefe, and care. 


Sorrow, to fee my forrowes caufe augmented, 
And yet leffe forrowfull, were my forrowes more; 
Griefe, that my griefe with griefe is not prevented, 
For griefe it is muft eafe my grieved fore. 
Thus griefe and forrow care’s but how to grieve, 
For griefe and forrow muft my cares relieve. 


The wound freth bleeding muft be ftancht with teares, 
Teares cannot come, unleffe fome griefe proceed ; 
Griefes come but flacke, which doth encreafe my feares, 
Feares, leaft for want of helpe I ftill fhould bleed. 

Do what I can to lengthen my lives breath, 
If teares be wanting’I fhall bleed to death. 
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Thou deepeft fearcher of each fecret thought, 
Infufe in me thy all affecting grace ; 
So fhall my workes to good effects be brought, 
While I perufe my ugly finnes a fpace: 
Whofe ftaining filth fo fpotted hath my foule, 
As nought will wafte, but teares of inward dole. 


O! that the learned Poets of this time, 
(Who in a love-ficke line fo well indite) 
Would not confume good wit in hateful rime, 
But would with care fome better fubje¢ct write : 
For if their muficke pleafe in earthly things, 
Well would it found if ftraind with heav’nly ftrings. 


But woe it is to fee fond worldlings ufe, 
Who moft delight in things that vaineft be, 
And without feare worke vertues foule abufe, 
Scorning foules reft, and all true pietie : 
As if they made account never to part 
From this fraile life, the pilgrimage of {mart. 


Such is the nature of our foolifh kinde, 
When practiz’d finne hath deeply taken roote: 
The way to penance due is hard to finde, 
Repentance held a thing of litle boote ; 
For contrite teares, foules health, and angels joy, 
Moft men account a meere phantaftike toy. 


Il] working ufe, devourer of all grace, 
The fretting moeth that wafteth foules chiefe bliffe ; 
The flie clofe thiefe that lurkes in every place, 
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Filching by peece-meale till the whole be his ; 
How many are deceived by thy baite, 
T’ account their finnes as trifles of no waight! 


O curfed cuftome! caufing mifchiefe ftill, 

Too long thy craft my fences hath miffe-led : 

Too long have I bin flave unto thy will, 

Too long my foule on bitter fweets hath fed : 
Now furfetting with thy hell poifoned cates, 
In deepe repent her former folly hates. 


And humbly comes with forrow-rented hart, 
With blubbred eies, and hands uprear’d to heaven, 
To play a poore lamenting Mawdlines part, 


That would weepe ftreames of bloud to be forgiven: 


But (oh) I feare mine eies are drain’d fo drie, 
That though I would, yet now I cannot crie. 


If any ete, therefore, can {pare a teare 
To fill the wel-{prings that muft wet my cheeks, 
Ore cesthiaticye to thisifad ieait draw neare; 
Refufe me not, my humble foule befeeks : 
For all the teares mine eyes have ever wept, 
Were now too litle had they all bin kept. 


I fee my finnes arraign’d before my face, 

I fee their number paffe the moathes in funne, 

I fee that my continuance in this place 

Cannot be long; and all that I have done 

I fee the judge before my face hath laid, 

At whofe fterne lookes all creatures are afraid. 
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If be be juft, my foule condemned is ; 

And juft he is, what then may be expected, 

But banifhment from everlafting bliffe ° 

To live, like curfed Cazne, bafe, vile, abjected : 
He in his rage his brothers bloud did fpill, 
I, more unkind, mine owne foules life do kill. 


O! could mine eyes fend trickling teares amaine, 
Never to ceafe till my eternall night, 
Till this eye-floud his mercie might obtaine, 
Whom my defaults have banifht from his fight, 
- Then could I bleffe my happy time of crying ; 
But ah! too foone my barren fprings are drying. 


Thrife happie finner was that bleffed faint, 

Who, though he fell with puffe of woman’s blaft, 

Went forth and wept with many a bitter plaint, 

And by his teares obtained grace at laft: 
Wretched I, have falne, of mine accord, 
Ten thoufand times again{ft the living Lord. 


Yet cannot {traine one true repentant teare 
To gaine the bliffe from which my foule is banifht: 
My flintie heart fome forrowing doth forbeare, 
And from my fence all true remorce is vanifht ; 
For heart and fence are cloyd with dregs of finne, 
And theres no place for grace to enter in. 


No place (deare Lord) unleffe thy goodneffe pleafe 
To pittie him that worft deferves of any, 
And in thy tender mercie grant him eafe, 
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As thou tofore haft mercie fhew’d to many ; 
Yet none of thofe do equall me in finne: 
Oh! how may I hope mercie then to winne ? 


The traitor Fudas, heire borne to perdition, 

Who for a trifle did his Lord betray, 

In equall doome deferveth more remiffion, 

Then my defaults can challenge any way: 
He fold him once, that once for gaine was done ; 
I oftentimes, yet leffe then nothing wonne. 


The bloudie minded Jewes, in furie mad 

Untill on Chrift their cruel] rage was fed, 

In their fell anger more compaffion had 

Then I, for whom his harmleffe bloud was fhed : 
Their hellifh fpite within a day was paft, 
My finfull fit doth all my lifetime laft. 


For ev'ry {tripe that he from them did take, 

A thoufand deadly finnes have I committed ; 

And ev'ry wound as deepe a wound did make, 

As did the cords wherwith my Chrift was whipped : 
Oh hatefull caitiffe, parricide moft vile, 
Thus (with my finne) his pure bloud to defile! 


O finne! firft parent of mans ever woe, 
The diftance large that fevers hell and heaven ; 
Sences confounder, foules chiefe overthrow, 

Grafted by men, not by the grafter given: 
Confuming canker, wafting foules chiefe treafure, 
Onely to gaine a litle trifling pleafure. 
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Happie were man if finne had never bin, 

Thrife happie now, if finne he would forfake ; 

But happier farre, if for his wicked finne 

He would repent, and hartie forrow make, 
Leaving this droffe and flefhly delectation, 
To gaine in heav’n a lafting habitation. 


There is the place wherein all forrowes die, 

Where joy exceeds all joyes that ever were ; 

Where Angels make continuall harmony, 

The minde fet free from care, diftruft, or feare: 
There all receive all joyfull contentation, 
Happied by that moft heaw’nly contemplation. 


Nowe fee (alas) the change we make for finne! 
In ftead of heav’n, hell is become our lot ; 
For bleffed faints, damned fiends we ever win, 
For reft and freedome, lafting bondage got: 
For joy, content, eternall love and peace, 
Griefe, difpaire, hate, [and] jarres that never ceafe. 


The worme of confcience ftill attendeth on us, 
Telling each houre, each inftant we fhall die ; 
And that our finnes cannot be parted from us, 
But where we are, thither they likewife flie: 
Still urging this, that death we have deferved, 
Becaufe we fled from him we fhould have ferved. 


What greater finne can touch a humane hart ? 
What hellifh furie can be worfe tormented ? 
What finner lives that feeleth not a part 
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Of this fharpe plague, unleffe he have repented ? 
And yet repentance furely is but vaine, 
Without full purpofe not to finne againe. 


And is it not then [our] plaine follie’s error, 
To covet that that brings with it contempt, 
And makes us live in feare, diftruft, and terror, 
Hating at laft the thing we did attempt ? 
For never finne did yet fo pleafing tafte, 
But luftful fleth did loath it when ’twas paft. 


Witnefs my wofull foule, which well can tell, 
In higheft top of finne’s moft frefh delight 
Although my frailtie fuffred me to dwell, 
Yet being paft, I loath’d it with defpight ; 
But like the fwine, I fed mine owne defire, 
That being cleane ftill coveteth the mire. 


So greedie is mans beaftly appetite, 

To follow after dunghill pleafures ftill, 

And feed on carrion like the ravening kite, 

Not caring what his hungry maw doth fill ; 
But worketh evermore his wills effect, 
Without reftraint, controlement, or refpect. 


O! why fhould man, that beares the ftamp of heaven, 


So much abafe heavens holy will and pleafure ? 

O! why was fence and reafon to him given, 

That in his finne cannot containe a meafure? 
He knowes he muft account for every finne, 
And yet committeth fins that countleffe bin. 
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This to perufe (deare God) doth kill my foule, 

But that thy mercie quickneth it againe. 

O! heare me, Lord, in bitterneffe of dole, 

That of my finnes do proftrate here complaine ; 
And at thy feet, with A7ary, knocke for grace, 
Though wanting Maries tears to wet my face. 


She, happy finner, faw her life miffe-led, 

At fight whereof her inward heart did bleed, 

To witnes with her, outward teares were fhed. 

O bleffed faint, and 6 moft bleffed deed! 
But wretched I, that fee more finnes than fhe, 
Nor grieve within, nor yet weepe outwardly. 


When fhe had loft thy prefence but one day, 

The want was fuch her heart could not fuftaine, 

But to thy tombe alone fhe tooke her way, 

And there with fighes and teares fhe did complaine: 
Nor from her fenfe once moov’d or ftirr’d was fhee, 
Untill againe fhe got a fight of thee. 


But I have loft thy prefence all my daies, 

And ftill am flacke to fee thee as I fhould ; 

My wretched foule in wicked finne fo ftates, 

I am unmeet to fee thee, though I would: 
Yet, if I could with teares thy comming tend, 
I know I fhould (as fhe) finde thee my frend. 


Teares are the key that ope the way to bliffe, 
The holy water quenching heawns quicke fire ; 
The attonement true twixt God and our amiffe ; 


a difcontented Minde. 


The angels drinke, the bleffed faints defire: 
The joy of Chrift, the balme of grieved hart, 
The fpring of life, the eafe of ev’ry fmart. 


The fecond King’ of //rae/ by fucceffion, 
When with Uriahs wife he had offended, 
In bitter teares bewaild his great tranfereffion, 
And by his teares found grace, and fo repented : 
He, night and day, in weeping did remaine ; 
I, night nor day, to fhead one teare take paine. 


And yet my finnes, in greatneffe and in number, 
Farre his exceed ; how comes it then to paffe, 
That my repentance fhould fo farre be under, 
And graces force, deare God, is as it was? 
Truth is, that I, although I have more need, 
Do not, as he, fo truly weepe indeed. 


O! wherefore is my fteely heart fo hard ? 
Why am I made of mettall unrelenting ? 
Why is all ghoftly comfort from me bard? 
Or, to what end do I deferre repenting ? 


Can luftfull fleth or flattering world perfwade me, 
That I can fcape the power of him that made me? 


No, no: the fecret Searcher of all hearts 
Both fees and knowes each deed that I have done, 
And for each deed wil pay me home with fmart. 
No place can ferve his will decreed to fhunne ; 
I fhould deceive my felfe to thinke that he 
For finne would punith others, and not me. 
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Our firft borne fire, firft breeder of mans thrall, 
For one bare finne was of perfection reft, 
And all mankinde were banifht by his fall 
From Paradife, and unto forrow left: 
If he for one, and all for him feele paine, 
Then, for fo many what fhould I fuftaine ? 


The angels made to attend on God in glorie, 
Were thruft from heav’n, and only for one finne, 
That but in thought (for fo records the ftorie) 
For which they ftill in lafting darknefs bin: 
- If thofe, once glorious, thus tormented be, 
I (bafeft flave) what will become of me? 


What will become of me, that not in thought, 
In thought alone, but in each word and deed, 
A thoufand thoufand deadly finnes have wrought, 
And ftill do worke ; whereat my heart doth bleed ? 
For even now, in this my fad complaining, 
With new made fins my flefh my foule is ftaining. 


O! that I were remov'd to fome clofe cave, 

Where all alone retired from delight, 

I might my fighes and teares untroubled have, 

And never come in wretched worldlings fight, 
Whofe ill bewitching company ftill brings 
Deepe provocation, whence great danger fprings. 


[ll company, the caufe of many woes, 
The fugred baite, that hideth poyfoned hooke ; 
The rocke unfeen that fhipwrackt foules o’rethrowes ; 
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The weeping crocodile that kills with looke ; 
The readieft fteppe to ruine and decay, 
Graces confounder, and helles neareft way. 


How many foules do perifh by thy guile! 

How many men without all feare frequent 

Thy deadly haunts, where they in pleafure {mile, 
Taking no care fuch dangers to prevent, 

But live like Belials, unbrideled or untamed, 

Not looking they fhall for their faults be blamed! 


Alas, alas! too wretched do we live, 
That carelefly thus worke our owne confufion, 
And to our wills fuch libertie do give ; 
Ay me! it is the divels meere illufion 
To flatter us with fuch fenfe-pleafing traines, 
That he thereby may take us in his chaines. 


This well forefaw good men of auntient time, 


Which made them fhunne th’ occafions_of foule finne, 


Knowing it was the nurfe of every crime, 
And, fyren-like, would traine fond worldlings in ; 
Alluring them with fhewe of mufickes found, 


Untill on finnes deepe fhelfe their foules be drownd. 


But he is held no fotiable man, 

In this corrupted age, that fhall refufe 

To keepe the curfed company now and than ; 
Nay, but a foole, unleffe he feeme to chufe 
Their fellowfhip, and give them higheft place 
That vildeft live, and furtheft off from grace. 
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But better tis, believe me, in my triall 

To fhun fuch hel-hounds, factors of the divell ; 

And give them leave to grudge at your deniall, 

Then to partake with fuch in finne and evill: 
For if that God (in juftice) then fhould flay us, 
From hell and horror, who (alas!) could ftay us? 


Good God! the juft (as he himfelfe hath fpoken) 
Should fcarce be faved, 6 terror unremoveable! 
What, then, fhould they that never had a token, 
Or figne of grace (foules comfort moft behoveable) 
- But graceleffe liv’d, and all good deeds did hate, 
What hope of them that live in fuch a ftate ? 


O! who will give me teares, that | may waile, 
Both nights and daies, the dangers I have paft ; 
My foule, my foule, tis much for thy availe, 
That thou art gotten from thefe ftraits at laft: 
O joy! but in thy joy mixe teares withall, 
That thou haft time to fay, Lord, heare me call. 


I might as others (Lord) have perifhed 
Amid my finnes and damnable delights ; 
But thou (good God), with care my foule hath cherifhed, 
And brought it home to tafte on heav’nly lights. 
Ay me! what thankes, what fervice can I render 
To thee that of my fatetie art fo tender 


Now do I curfe the time I ever went | 
In finnes blacke path, that leadeth to damnation: 
Now do I hate the houres I have miffe-fpent 
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In ydle vice, neglecting foules falvation, 
And to redeeme the time I have miffe-worne, 
I wifh this houre I were againe new borne. 


But vaine it is, as faith the wifeft man, 

To call againe the day that once is patft: 

O! let me fee what beft is for me than, 

To gaine thy favour whilft my life doth laft ; 
That in the next I may but worthy be, 
Ev’n in the meaneft place to waite on thee. 


I will, as did the prodigall fonne fometime, 

Upon my knees, with heartie true contrition, 

And weeping eyes, confeffe my former crime ; 

And humbly begge, upon my lowe fubmiffion, 
That thou wilt not of former faults detect me, 
But, like a loving father, now refpect me. 


Or, as the wife that hath her husband wronged, 

So will I come with feare and blufhing cheeke, 

For giving others what to thee belonged ; 

And fay, my king, my lord, and fpoufe moft meeke, 
I have defil’d the bed that thou didft owe: 
Forgive me this, it fhall no more be fo. 


Yet, for the world can witnes mine abufe, 
Ile hide my face from face that witcht mine eies ; 
Thefe graceleffe eyes that had my bodies ufe, 
Till it be withred with my very cries: 

That when my wrinckles fhall my forrowes tell, 
The world may fay, I joy’d not, though I fell. 


= kee * IP ene RB 


16 Lhe Paffion of 


Ev’n thus will I in forrowing fpend my breath, 

And fpot my face with never-dying teares, 

Till aged wrinckles, meffengers of death, 

Have purchafde mercie, and remov’d my feares: 
And then the world within my lookes fhall read 
The piteous wracke unbrideled finne hath bred. 


And that which was a pleafure to behold, 

Shalbe to me an ever-griping paine ; 

All my mifdeeds fhall one and one be told, 

That I may fee what tyrants have me flaine: 
And when I have thus muftred them apart, 
I will difplay on each a bleeding hart. 


And leaft my teares fhould faile me at moft need, 
Before the face of faith Ile fixe my Saviours paffion, 
And fee how his moft pretious fide did bleed, 
And note his death and torments, in fuch fafhion 
As never man the like did undertake ; 
For freely he hath done it for my fake. 


If this his kindneffe and his mercie showne, 
Cannot provoke me unto tender cryme; 
Then will I backe againe turne to mine owne, 
Mine owne finne[s], caufe of this his cruell dying: 
And if for them no teares mine eyes can find, 
Sighs shal caufe tears, tears make my poore eies blind: 


_No farre fetcht ftory have I now brought home, 


Nor taught to fpeake more language then his mothers ; 
No long done poem is from darkneffe come 
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To light againe: it’s ill to fetch from others: 
The fong I fing is made of heart-bred forrow, 
Which penfive Mufe from pining foule doth borrow. 


I fing, not I, of wanton love-ficke laies, 

Of trickling toyes to feed fantafticke eares, 

My Mufe refpects no flattring tatling praife ; 

A guiltie confcience this fad paffion beares : 
My finne ficke foule, with forrow woe begone, 
Lamenting thus a wretched deed mis-done. 
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